196                STAGE CONFIDENCES
My mother, with lifted brows, made surprised assent.
"Yes, yes/1 he went on gently, "an actress, surely, for I see my paper commends her work. I have noted her presence in our congregation, and her intelligence." (I never sleep in the daytime.) "Our ladies like her, too; m-m, an actress, and yet takes an interest in her soul's salvation; wonderful! I — I don't understand! no, I don't understand !" A speech which did little to endear its maker to the actress's mother, I'm afraid.
See how narrowing are some creeds. This reverend gentleman was personally gentle, kind, considerate, and naturally just; yet, knowing no actor's life, never having seen the inside of a playhouse, he, without hesitation, denounced the theatre and declared it the gate of hell.
In the amusing correspondence that followed that call, the great preacher was on the defensive from the first, and in readinghter ?"se me of " intentional sacrilege,"he distance, he simply was to                        place, "Is that good gum you have there?
